SCENE i.]              BOTHWELL                     433

Who reigning but in name on us should reign
Indeed on all our enemies' hopes, and turn
From us the hopeless hearts of half our friends
For the bare name's sake of her seeming reign
And mask of false-faced empire.

Maitland.                                  As I think,

The main mind of the council will not bend
To any reason on our parts proposed
For her removal hence or titular reign.
Nor with the breath of our advice be blown
Beside their purpose; if the queen consent
That her son's head be hallowed with her crown
And hers be bare before him, she shall live,
And that close record of her secret hand,
The proofs and scriptures in her casket locked
That seal her part in Darnley's bloodshedding,
Shall yet lie dumb in darkness; else, I dread,
She shall be tried by witness in them writ
And each word there be clamorous on men's tongues
As the doom uttered of her present death.
And not more instant should her judgment be
Than her swift execution; for they think,
I know, to find no safety while she lives;
So that in no case shall she pass alive
Out of this realm while power is in their lips
To speed or stay her.

Morton.                    They shall never think

To set before all eyes the whole tale forth
In popular proof and naked evidence
To plead against her; Balfour, that betrayed
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